FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

which I had the honour to serve having been
killed, my brother solicited and obtained his place.
Dressed alike, of the same figure, having almost
similar hair and features, people confused us
incessantly, in spite of seeing us continually side
by side. During the winter we found means to
continue our studies, to elevate plans, to draw
maps, to play the harp, the lute, and the violin,
while our comrades wasted their time with women
and play. I do not blame them; company and
occupation are necessary to man.

At the beginning of the second campaign. . . .
But of what use is it to detail to you that which
brought upon me the most terrible of all mis-
fortunes? He was wounded at my side. " Poor
William 1 " he said as he was carried off, "what
will become of you? " For three days I lived
between hope and fear; during three days I was
witness of the most atrocious suffering most
patiently borne. At length, on the evening of the
third day, seeing him grow worse from moment to
moment, I cried, " Perform a miracle, O God, and
give him back to me."

" Nay, deign rather to comfort my brother,"
murmured the dying man in tones that were
scarcely audible. He then pressed my hand feebly
and expired.

I do not recoiled clearly what occurred in the
time immediately subsequent to my brother's
death. I found myself back in England; I was
taken to Bristol and to Bath. I seemed a wandering
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